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Goodnight 
Thomas LaTendresse 
The snow pelted Phillip as he walked into the house from 
his car. It wasn't a long journey, but a treacherous one as he 
walked across the icy driveway to his house. He almost fell a half a 
dozen times, each slip its own miniature heart attack. It was a cold 
journey as well, the snow had been unexpected, at least as unex-
pected as snow in January could be. It had been a warm winter 
thus far so he hadn 't bothered with his heavy coat. It most cer-
tainly was not warm tonight and leaving his coat behind was a 
decision he regretted making. It seemed that there had been a few 
of those sorts of decisions lately. 
Phillip took off his snow-covered shoes in the entryway and 
brushed the snow out of his thick red hair before he headed inside. 
He walked to his room and looked at his bed longingly but decided 
sleep could wait for now, as he moved to sit at his computer. His 
chair slouched perpetually to the left as though the frame was 
bent, but it felt like heaven after a night of being on his feet at 
work. The sound of the chair's frame groaning under his weight 
made him wince as he sat down. He was a little overweight but at 
six foot two he didn't look fat, though he felt he could stand to 
lose some weight. 
He flicked his monitor on, leaned back as far as his chair allowed 
as he waited for his screen to power-up. The black screen flashed 
to white as it displayed the news story he had been reading before 
work. He went on to the next topic, another news story, and had 
just started in when his phone rang. He looked at the clock, it was 
almost midnight. He knew who it was before he even looked; it 
was Sandy, his girlfriend. Ex-girlfriend he corrected himself. He 
snatched his phone up and walked over to his bed, settling in for 
what looked to become a long night. 
"Hello? How's life at Florida State, Sandy?" he said. 
Her voice sounded small on the other end of the phone but 
it was a voice that fit her body well, she wasn't short; just slight at 
just over one-hundred pounds. She always reminded him of the 
china doll his Grandmother had. Delicate and beautiful. He nor-
mally had trouble hearing her. "I can't sleep. I was hoping you 
would tuck me in, like you used to. I miss it. It always made me 
feel safe." 
"Sandy, I thought we were going to take a break from each 
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other for a while. Put the relationship on hold so we could concen-
trate on school, remember?" 
"Phillip, please, tuck me in just this one last time." 
There was something wrong; he could tell by the way she 
was talking. "Yeah sure, but is everything ok? You sound a little 
out of sorts./I 
"It snowed today, I hate the snow./I 
"Is school going all right?/I 
"No, I'm not doing well in my math class; I just got a bad 
grade on a test./I 
"Sandy, it's just one test; it's not such a huge deal is it?" He 
rubbed his tired green eyes with the heel of his hand. 
"This test was the midterm; it means I'm going to fail the 
class." 
"That's not the end of the world is it?" 
"It means I'll probably lose my scholarship. Look, I don't 
really want to talk about this." 
"Are you sure?" He ran his hand across the day's worth of 
stubble along his jaw. 
"Yes, I just wanna go to bed./I She sounded like she was get-
ting sleepy, her voice slowing fading. "I'm going to fall asleep 
soon, please tuck me in." 
"All right ... are you all curled up ... next to me?/I He felt a bit 
awkward saying this now that they weren't together, but he didn't 
have the,energy to get in a fight right now. 
"Yeah./I 
"And are you holding that teddy bear I gave you close in 
your arms like I'm holding you?/I 
"Yes ... remember when you gave it to me? Our first 
anniversary. It was such a wonderful day./I He could hear the smile 
in her voice. 
"Yeah, it was nice." He remembered the way she had looked 
that day with her long blonde hair up and a vibrant blue silk dress 
that brought out her strikingly blue eyes. The thought of it made 
him feel like he was laying in the grass on a sunny spring day. 
They had been so happy then. It seemed so long ago now. "Close 
your eyes and imagine me right there with you./I 
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"Ok ... Phillip?/I Her voice was barely audible. 
"Yeah ?/I 
"I love you./I 
"I know ... I love you too, good night." Phillip listened a sec-
ond longer then hung-up. The call hadn't taken very long but he 
felt drained. He didn't have class until early in the afternoon 
tomorrow so he got up and set his alarm for noon to let him get 
some extra sleep. 
~:- -:--:-
Phillip woke up to a loud series of beeps. He blinked his 
eyes wearily a few times and looked around to get his bearings. 
What time was it? Only ten something? He didn't think he set his 
alarm wrong, so he got up to check it or at least shut it off. He 
staggered over to the alarm and fumbled with is groggily. Huh? It 
wasn't his alarm going off. He looked around and saw his phone as 
it vibrated around and beeped incessantly. He grabbed at it just as 
it stopped its movement. He opened the phone to see who it had 
been only to discover he had missed five calls already that morn-
ing. Who wanted to get a hold of him that badly? He checked the 
number. It was Mom. 
He called back as he crawled back into bed, it was cold in his room 
and his bed was still warm. "Morning Mom, I saw that you had 
called a few times. Is everything all right?/1 
Her voice trembled when she spoke. She had obviously been cry-
ing. "Sandy killed herself last night./1 
Phill ip was suddenly wide awake and he sat bolt upright in 
his bed. "No. She's not dead. I just talked with her last night./1 
"Phillip, I'm sorry ... 1. .. /1 She started crying again. She said 
more but he didn't hear it. His mind wasn't there anymore. It was 
reeling under the strain of the blow. His mouth was completely 
dry. Long moments passed without him comprehending anything 
she said. Slowly the world came back into focus and he realized 
that he was staring at the light switch. 
"Phillip why don't I come pick you up? You can come home for a 
few days and get some rest, take a break, you know?/1 
"I. .. can't I have a test Friday and ... a paper due Tuesday ... lab 
tomorrow, I just can't right now./1 He was surprised about how 
calm he sounded. He felt numb. 
"Honey are you sure you're all right? We can tal. .. /1 
He wasn't going to let her finish, he wasn't in the mood to talk. 
"I'm fine mom. I'm fine. I'll call you back later. I love you. /1 He 
heard her start to say something as he closed his phone. 
Slowly he moved to his computer. The monitor was still on from 
the night before, open to the news. He opened a new window and 
looked up the Florida State paper checking the newest stories. 
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There was already an article about her death. He skimmed over it 
quickly; he saw the article but didn't really read it. Some of it sunk 
in. 
"The body of Sandy Owens was found dead in her bed this morn-
ing by her roommate ... an apparent suicide ... she was holding a 
teddy bear ... /I There was more, but he couldn't go on. 
His brain started piecing it together. She had called last night to 
say good-bye. She had wanted to go to sleep for the last time in 
his arms. He was sure that in her mind she had. That's when he 
started to cry. 
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